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N  Y  artist  can  see  how  sculpture,  music,  poetry,  painting 


have  their  genesis  in  a  common  field  of  spiritual  life. 


Is  it  a  song?  The  emotion  projects  the  rhythm.  Is  it  a 
picture?  The  hand  is  thrown  out  and  makes  spirals;  the  emotion 
is  captured;  then  the  color,  the  form  are  worked  in.  The  honesty, 
the  strength,  the  joy  in  life  of  these  pictures  have  given  me  a 
new  understanding. 

“Amber  and  Jade”;  a  bowl  of  carnations  showering  fountain¬ 
like  out  of  a  jar;  and  bathers,  or  resters  among  the  rocks  or 
under  the  fluttering  lights  of  secluded  forestry.  What  is  a 
painter  trying  to  do  who  masses  color  upon  canvas  with  a 
knife?  How  does  he  achieve  the  gold  of  sunshine,  foams  at  the 
crest  of  waves,  the  pale  lights  of  dawns  and  evenings,  erosions 
in  Maine  Cliffs  by  the  sea,  the  tidal  immensities  of  inrolling 
waves,  hues  of  tranquil  glory  upon  radiant  flesh?  Why  does 
he  select  two  Chinese  figures  to  group  beside  a  bowl  of  fruit, 
or  before  a  great  plaque  of  white  and  gilt,  the  whole  set  upon 
a  silk  table-cloth  of  miraculous  blue? 

And  whence  precedes  this  rhythm;  as  if  the  cloth  were  being 
drawn  by  an  invisible  hand  behind;  and  a  great  rock  of  rusty 
stone — in  the  sea  set  below  land  rocks  so  as  to  give  the  feeling 
of  sweep,  height,  the  loop  of  dizzy  distance?  Look  at  these 
pictures  at  a  distance — and  then  inspect  them  a  foot  away,  and 
you  shall  see — at  close  range  the  meaninglessness  of  marks 
upon  paper  under  a  microscope.  At  a  distance  there  are  ripples 
around  rocks,  seeming  to  move,  clouds  of  mist  and  gold,  the 
hair  of  a  woman  intertwined  with  ethereal  light.  Sigurd  Skou 
and  I  came  quickly  to  an  understanding.  All  art  is  in  the  service 
of  the  Muse  of  Memory.  The  artist  has  no  secrets;  he  tells 


everything  he  knows;  he  gives  himself  fully  in  order  that  his 
fellows  may  share  the  great  delight  he  has  experienced  and 
would  preserve.  If  he  finds  ecstasy  in  a  remote  place  of  the 
Maine  rocks  by  the  sea  he  would  impart  it  and  share  it.  And 
hence  the  picture. 

Memory  must  be  served.  Fruit  in  a  bowl,  a  gift  of  squashes, 
eggplant,  cabbages;  stretches  of  sea  between  cliffs,  a  beautiful 
woman  standing  by  an  aquarium,  lonely  places  among  the 
rocks,  villages  at  dawn,  feasters  splotched  with  light  in  the 
park,  a  baby  in  sleep — these  have  lifted  Sigurd  Skou  to  moments 
of  pure  delight,  and  so  he  has  painted  them.  They  are  preserved, 
memorialized,  and  all  can  share  in  their  beauty. 
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